A   BRASS   HAT   IN   NO   MAN'S    LAND
Burial Service over the muddy grave of my unfor-
tunate guide, to which Mullins says 'Amen/ Soon
I pass Harkness on a stretcher in a fire trench. He
moans and groans in fearful agony. 'What is it?'
I ask. *A stomach wound/ replies a bearer. I give
him a pull at my flask. 'Poor devil/ I muse, 'they
now say the brandy will kill him. I did it for the
best/
The fourth day arrives. We are due for relief. A
large working party has been put on to the main com-
munication trench by brigade, so now the colonel
can be evacuated on a stretcher. The doctor tells
him so. *Me on a stretcher and the battalion walking
out! If I am wounded it's different - I walk back to
my horse and ride the rest!' says this remarkable
man. And he did! But it is the last great effort.
Arriving in his billet at 2 a.m. next morning, he
collapses. An ambulance whisks him to hospital
just in time, for pneumonia has set in. Exit Ormerod
from the line, but not from the war! Never was a
whiter man.
It takes us two days to dry ourselves, sleep, clean
and replenish. On the third day I inspect, and on
the fourth we go in again. The trenches are a little
better, as the rain has ceased. The fog hangs heavy
aU morning on the first day in. Horace Haslett gets
up on to Ms parados to examine his *knife rests/
and wire. Meanwhile an enterprising German,
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